8                        THE    NAZIS    AT    WAR
As I listen, my thoughts go back towards the country
from which the bombers and the song come. My desk is
covered with reports from Germany, with the records of
every Nazi broadcast since the outbreak of war. Nazi
newspapers from all parts of Germany surround me,
stacked high.
I pick one up, just as I would do if I were sitting,
say, in the Romanische Cafe, facing the Gedaechtniskirche
in Berlin.
There are no waiters now in the "Romanische". As
in most German cafes, girls serve now. But they still put
a pile of newspapers on your table, even before you give
your order. Whether you are going to choose tea made
from herbs, or coffee substitute, you will get your papers
to read. The headlines are bigger than they ever were
before, they almost scream at you, they are underlined in
red, adorned with the swastika.
There are fewer swastikas outside, as everybody notices
who visits Berlin in war-time and compares it with the
Berlin of about a year ago. There is no longer any marching
of party formations, one hardly sees any uniforms, least of
all those of the Reichswehr.
You may sit at the "Romanische" and look down
from the wide, high windows into the street for hours
and you will see little or nothing to suggest war, although
you are in the centre of Germany, in the heart of
Berlin.
Except for the newspapers. There is war on every
page of a Nazi newspaper. As they describe it, the war
is exciting, eventful, successful. Every page carries at
least one tirade against Britain, There is more to be
read about Chamberlain, Churchill and Daladier
iti the Nazi press than in all the French and British
newspapers.